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H
of temptation.   "Les Fleurs du Mai!" "beautiful flow-                                    \ |
ers, beautiful in sublime decay.   What great record                                    j |
is yours, and were Hell a reality how many souls                                    jj
would we find wreathed with your poisonous blossoms. The village maiden goes to her Faust; the children of the nineteenth century go to you, 0 Baudelaire, and having tasted of your deadly delight all                                    *jj hope of repentance is vain. Flowers, beautiful in your sublime decay, I press you to my lips; these northern solitudes, far from the rank Parisian gar* den where I gathered you, are full of you, even as the sea-shell of the sea, and the sun that sets on this wild moorland evokes the magical verse:—
"Un soir fait de rose et de bleu mystique Nous £changerons un Eclair unique                                                                         I
Comme un long sanglot tout charg6 d'adieux."                                                     I
f
For months I fed on the mad and morbid literature that the enthusiasm of 1830 called into existence. The gloomy and sterile little pictures of "Gas-pard de la Nuit," or the elaborate criminality, "Les Contes Immoraux," laboriously invented lifeless things with creaky joints, pitiful lay figures that fall to dust as soon as the book is closed, and in the dust only the figures of the terrible ferryman and the unfortunate Dora remain. "Madame Potiphar" cost me forty francs, and I never read more than a few pages.
Like a pike after minnows, I pursued the works of Les Jeune France along the quays and through every passage in Paris. The money spent was consider- of fit*' rStit*!* |t't»d:i; not tho infiiiii«iii?i nudity thiit HI*X ha« prr^rrvi-tl in this inndrrii world, but fliti eliuin pii||i4it mid**, •   ii If»vo of lift! niid bt^iiuty, tlitiut by a certain insistence
